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attempted to do it, but that he found he was aiming at an impossibility; that to be sure a difference in the surface makes the difference of colours; but that difference is so fine, that it is not sensible to the touch. The General mentioned jugglers and fraudulent gamesters, who could know cards by the touch. Dr. Johnson said,' the cards used by such persons must be less polished than ours commonly are.'
We talked of sounds. The General said, there was no beauty in a simple sound, but only in an harmonious composition of sounds. I presumed to differ from this opinion, and mentioned the soft and sweet sound of a fine woman's voice. JOHNSON. ' No, Sir, if a serpent or a toad uttered it, you would think it ugly.' BOSWELL. ' So you would think, Sir, were a beautiful tune to be uttered by one of those animals.' JOHNSON. ' No, Sir, it would be admired. We have seen fine fiddlers whom we liked as little as toads.' (laughing.)
Talking on the subject of taste in the arts, he said, that difference of taste was, in truth, difference of skill1. Bos-WELL. 'But, Sir, is there not a quality called taste2, which
ace Walpole (Letters, ix. 467),' that I could not even get by heart the multiplication table, as blind Professor Sanderson honestly told me, above three-score years ago, when I went to his lectures at Cambridge. After the first fortnight he said to me, " Young man, it would be cheating you to take your money; for you never can learn what I am trying to teach you." I'was exceedingly mortified, and cried; for, being a Prime Minister's son, I had firmly believed all the flattery with which I had been assured that my parts were capable of anything.'
1 Reynolds said :—' Out of the great number of critics in this metropolis who all pretend to knowledge in pictures, the greater part must be mere pretenders only. Taste does not come by chance; it is a long and laborious task to acquire it.' Northcote's Reynolds, i. 264.
a 'Jemmy Boswell,' wrote John Scott (afterwards Lord Eldon), ' called upon me, desiring to know what would be my definition of taste. I told him I must decline denning it, because I knew he would publish it. He continued his importunities in frequent calls, and in one complained much that I would not give him it, as he had that morning got Henry Dundas's, Sir A. Macdonald's, and J. Anstruther's
consists0u  bo'ttleSnve^ation,' wrote Addison, • is infected with party-lying.'    The Spectator, No. 507.Ox-ford,' he wrote (Letters, v. 97),' has begun with these rascals, and I
